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SERMON. 


Psaliu    XjV  :    6. 

OH  THAT  I  HAD  WINGS  liIKE  A  DOVE  !    FOR  THEN  WOULD  I  FLY  AWAY, 
AND  BE  AT  KEST. 

This  language,  which  the  royal  Psalmist  employed  as 
applicable  to  himself  in  a  time  of  trial  and  sorrow,  express- 
es beautifully  the  feelings  which  the  true  christian  often 
entertains  in  trouble,  and  especially  when  upon  the  bed  of 
sickness  and  pain  he  looks  forward,  in  joyful  anticipation, 
to  the  rest  that  remains  for  the  people  of  God.  If  it  were 
needful  to  give  a  reason  for  selecting  it  as  a  theme  for 
meditation  on  this  occasion,  when  we  would  recall  to  mind 
the  lamented  death  of  Mrs.  Austin,  I  might  say  that  the 
text  was  often  her  own  language  in  her  sickness,  and,  pre- 
vious to  her  sickness  and  recently,  it  was  expressive  of  the 
general  purport  of  her  contemplations  and  her  aspirations 
for  heavenly  things. 

I  would  invite  your  attention,  therefore,  to  some  of  the 
characteristics  of  the  Heavenly  Rest. 

All  that  we  know  or  can  hope  to  know,  in  the  present 
stage  of  our  being,  of  the  heavenly  world,  is  derived,  as  I 
need  not  say,  from  the  sacred  scriptures  —  and  this  all  is  but 
little.     We  can  learn  nothing  of  value  respecting  it  from 


the  wisest  of  classic  and  heathen  writers,  whose  theories 
must  in  general  be  wide  of  the  truth,  and  at  best  always 
uncertain  and  unreliable.  Quite  as  unsatisfactory  also  are 
all  the  speculations  of  christian  philosophers  upon  the  sub- 
ject, ffo  far  as  they  do  not  repair  for  authority  solely  to  the 
bible.  Though  many  profitable  suggestions  may  be  made 
by  nature  respecting  truth  and  duty,  particularly  to  minds 
enlightened  and  enlarged  by  christianizing  agencies,  yet 
her  teachings  are  obscure  indeed  respecting  the  happiness 
of  the  people  of  God  in  a  future  state.  The  Spirit  of  God 
may,  and  doubtless  does  in  some  cases,  make  communica- 
tions to  the  faithful  of  heavenly  things.  He  may  open 
their  eyes  and  give  them  glimpses  through  portals  that  are 
closed  to  ordinary  men,  as  was  the  case  with  the  apostle 
Paul,  who  beheld  unspeakable  things.  But  if  it  be  so, 
these  things  are,  as  it  was  with  him,  incommunicable.  It 
would  seem  also  that  dying  christians  sometimes  have  these 
glimpses  of  the  heavenly  glory  before  they  quite  forsake 
this  mortal  clay.  How  otherwise  can  certain  remarkable 
death-bed  scenes  be  explained  ?  Before  they  depart  they 
seem  to  get  almost  within  the  gates  of  paradise.  The 
gales  of  the  delectable  mountains  fan  them.  ''  I  am  so 
near  the  eternal  city,"  said  Payson,  "  that  I  can  see  almost 
as  clearly  as  if  I  were  there."  These  views  of  such  saints 
may  be  as  vivid  and  correct  as  were  Stephen's  when,  just 
before  he  breathed  his  last,  he  could  say  as  he  looked  up, 
"  I  see  the  heavens  opened,  and  the  Son  of  Man  standing 
on  the  right  hand  of  God."  How  many  such  communica- 
tions of  heaven,  so  precious  to  the  recipients,  there  are, 
none  can  say  —  but  with  them  all,  and  all  others  outside 
of  the  bible,  we  know  but  little  of  eternal  rest.  And  in- 
deed with  the  bible,  the  source  of  all  reliable  knowledge, 
we  know  only  in  part,  for  "  eye  hath  not  seen,  nor  ear 


heard,  neither  have  entered  into  the  heart  of  man  the 
things  which  God  hath  prepared  for  them  that  love  him." 
But  thanks  to  our  heavenly  Father  for  what  he  has  com- 
municated respecting  the  happiness  of  the  righteous.  It 
is  really  all  we  need,  though  it  may  not  be  all  we  desire  — 
and  everlasting  thanks  for  the  goodness  that  assures  us 
that  nothing  shall  be  wanting  to  make  them  always  and 
perfectly  blessed.  "  There  remaineth,  therefore,  a  rest  to 
the  people  of  God." 

1.  In  the  first  place,  it  may  be  said  that  the  heavenly 
rest  implies  a  rest  or  cessation  from  wearisome  toil. 

It  is  not  the  rest  of  inaction.  There  will  be  constant 
employment  in  the  heavenly  state,  and  occupation  for  all 
the  mental  powers  and  for  all  the  faculties  of  the  spiritual 
body.  There  they  cease  not,  day  nor  night,  the  songs  and 
the  services  of  the  place ;  and  yet  this  ceaseless  activity 
never  produces  exhaustion  or  weariness.  Here  the  mind 
too  often  tires  and  the  body  sinks  under  the  pressure  of 
continued  care  and  unremitting  toil,  and  life  itself  is  worn 
out,  and  terminated  by  premature  death.  But  whatever 
oppresses  or  crushes  the  frame  here,  is  unknown  there. 
The  toils  of  the  poor,  the  solicitudes  of  the  rich,  the  anxie- 
ties of  the  ambitious,  and  all  the  labors  of  love  and  mercy 
which  prostrate  and  exhaust  here,  are  over  there,  and  the 
soul  enters  on  an  eternal  repose.  As  the  wearied  and  way- 
worn traveler  looks  to  the  shades  of  evening  and  to  a  quiet 
and  peaceful  home  for  rest  and  cheer,  so  the  toilsome  stages 
of  the  christian's  journey  end  on  the  border  of  that  eter- 
nal rest  that  remains  for  the  faithful.  He  rests  from  his 
labors  as  God  did  from  his.     There  is 

"  Kest  for  the  toiling  hand, 
Rest  for  the  anxious  brow, 


Best  for  the  weary  way-worn  feet, 
Best  from  all  labor  now." 

"  O,  sweet  abode  of  peace  and  love, 
Where  pilgrims,  freed  from  toil,  are  blest. 

Had  I  the  pinions  of  a  dove, 
I'd  fly  to  thee,  and  be  at  rest." 

2.  Again,  it  may  be  said  that  the  heavenly  rest  implies 
a  rest  or  cessation  from  pain  and  sorrow. 

Man  is  born  to  trouble.  He  comes  into  the  inheritance 
of  it  by  his  birth,  and  during  his  entire  earthly  existence 
he  dwells  in  a  vale  of  tears.  Nor  is  the  true  disciple  of 
Christ  exempt  from  this  common  lot  of  humanity,  though 
he  may  largely  avail  himself  of  resources  in  trouble  which 
are  unknown  to  the  irreligious.  But  sorrow  and  trial  are 
bound  up  in  the  covenant  which  God  makes  with  his  own 
peculiar  people.  It  is  needful  that  a  Father's  rod  of  cor- 
rection be  felt.  Fiery  trials  are  necessary  to  try  men's 
souls,  as  gold  is  tried  in  the  fire,  as  silver  is  purified  in  the 
crucible.  The  casket  must  sometimes  be  broken  that  the 
concealed  treasure  may  appear,  the  rose  must  be  crushed 
that  it  may  yield  its  most  fragrant  odors.  The  cross  is 
both  a  badge  and  a  symbol  of  the  christian  profession.  Its 
import  is,  as  the  great  captain  of  our  salvation  sufiered 
upon  it,  so  all  the  soldiers  who  march  under  it  must  expect 
to  endure  a  "  great  fight  of  afflictions."  Trials  and  sor- 
rows are  so  far  the  appointment  and  the  lot  of  God's  peo- 
ple that  they  are  not  to  be  regarded  as  his  who  do  not  have 
them  as  their  portion,  and  endure  them  with  patience  and 
resignation.  But  common  and  necessary  and  severe  and 
continuous  as  may  be  both  pain  and  sorrow  here  in  this  life, 
we  may  know  that  they  enter  not  the  paradise  above.  The 
christian  drops  them  as  he  does  his  mortality,  when  as  on 


the  wings  of  a  dove,  he  takes  his  flight  to  the  spirit  world 
and  soars  away  to  his  rest.  "  There'll  be  no  more  sorrow 
there." 

"  No  more  fatigue,  no  more  distress, 
Nor  sin  nor  death  shall  reach  the  place ; 
No  groans  shall  mingle  with  the  songs 
Which  warble  from  immortal  tongues." 

"  AU  is  tranquil,  all  serene^ 

Calm  and  undisturbed  repose : 
There  no  cloud  can  intervene, 

There  no  angry  tempest  blows : 
Ev'ry  tear  is  wiped  away. 

Sighs  no  more  shaU  heave  the  breast, 
Night  is  lost  in  endless  day. 

Sorrow — in  eternal  rest." 

y 

3.  Again,  it  may  be  said  that  the  heavenly  rest  implies  a 
rest  or  freedom  from  sin. 

To  the  mind  of  the  christian  who  aspires  after  a  com- 
plete resemblance  to  the  spotless  Savior,  nothing  is  so  great 
a  burden  as  the  sin  of  which  he  himself  is  guilty,  which 
alienates  him  from  God  and  unfits  him  for  communion 
with  celestial  spirits.  It  is  a  far  greater  grief  than  his 
wearisome  labors,  far  greater  than  his  earthly  trials  and 
sorrows.     He  is  in  sympathy  with  the  poet  who  says : 

"  My  grief,  my  burthen  long  has  been. 
Because  I  could  not  cease  from  sin." 

Sin  separates  the  christian  from  his  God  and  Redeemer. 
Like  a  thick  cloud  it  hides  the  face  of  the  Sun  of  right- 
eousness, and  more  than  all  things  else  brings  gloom  and 
despondency  over  the  soul.     But  in  heaven  — 

"  In  heaven  alone  no  sin  is  found, 
And  there's  no  weeping  there." 


As  Richard  Baxter  says,  "  Heaven  excludes  nothing  more 
directly  than  sin,  whether  of  nature  or  conversation." — 
There  shall  in  no  wise  enter  therein  anything  that  defileth, 
neither  whatsoever  worketh  abomination  or  maketh  a  lie. 
Is  not  this  good  news  to  him  who  has  long  prayed  and 
watched  against  sin  ?  '  When  the  soul  enters  heaven  the 
hard  heart  and  all  vile  thoughts  are  left  behind.  The  un- 
derstanding will  be  filled  with  the  truth,  and  all  error  shall 
vanish  forever.  We  then  rest  from  the  sin  of  the  will,  of 
the  affections  and  the  practice.  The  rebelling  principle 
leaves  us  entirely.  No  pride  is  there,  no  passion,  no 
strangeness  to  God  and  the  things  of  God,  no  coldness  of 
heart,  no  imperfection  of  love,  no  uneven  walking  or  griev- 
ing of  the  spirit,  no  scandalous  action,  no  unholy  conver- 
sa,tion.     From  these  we  rest,  and  rest  forever.' 

It  will  be,  says  another,  a  rational  rest,  for  every  mind 
will  be  convinced  that  its  condition  cannot  be  made  better. 
It  will  be  a  complacential  rest,  because  all  being  alike  holy, 
will  be  regarded  with  entire  approval,  and  there  will  be  no 
occasion  for  change.  The  soul  will  dwell  in  the  midst  of 
pleasantness  and  purity.  It  will  be  the  rest  of  hope  per- 
fected in  fruition. 

"  Oh  glorious  hour !  Oh  blest  abode ! 
I  shall  be  near  and  like  my  God ; 
And  flesh  and.  sin  no  more  control 
The  sacred  pleasures  of  the  soul." 

In  what  I  have  said  respecting  the  bliss  of  heaven,  I  have 
endeavored  to  confine  your  attention  mainly  to  such  repre- 
sentations as  are  suggested  by  the  word  rest,  as  applicable 
to  that  glorious  abode,  in  contrast  with  the  wearisome, 
sorrowful  and  sinful  things  of  earth  and  time.  But  there 
are  other  views  of  the  heavenly  world  presented  to  us  in 
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the  sacred  scriptures  that  are  equally  enrapturing  to  the 
eje  of  faith,  though  it  is  still  true  no  language  can  describe 
nor  mind  conceive  the  blessed  reality.  There  shall  be  no 
night  there.  There  will  be  the  bright  and  morning  star, 
and  "  in  thy  light  shall  we  see  light."  There  shall  be  no 
curse  there,  and  none  will  exclaim,  "  0  wretched  man  that 
I  am,  who  shall  deliver  me  from  the  body  of  this  death  ?" 
There  shall  be  no  more  death  there.  He  who  is  the  resur- 
rection and  the  life  is  there,  and  has  given  to  all  his  saints 
the  crown  of  life.  The  crown  of  eternal  life  has  he  placed 
upon'their  heads.  There  is  no  temple  there,  for  the  Lord 
God  Almighty  and  the  Lamb  are  the  temple  of  it.  The 
choice  spirits  of  the  universe  are  there.  '  The  kings  of  the 
earth  have  brought  their  glory  and  honor  to  the  place. 
Prophets  are  there,  martyrs  are  there,  apostles  are  there, 
angels  are  there,  Christ  is  there,  Grod  is  there.' 

The  redeemed  there  sing  the  song  of  Moses  and  the 
Lamb.  Each,  with  a  golden  harp  tuned  to  the  heavenly 
symphony,  sings  "  great  and  marvelous  are  thy  works  Lord 
God  Almighty,  just  and  true  are  thy  ways  thou  King  of 
Saints  !"  They  see  his  face  there,  the  face  of  him  who  is 
altogether  lovely,  and  his  name  shall  be  in  their  foreheads. 
There  will  be  a  multitude  there  which  no  man  can  num- 
ber, and  they  will  be  clothed  with  white  robes,  havmg 
come  out  of  great  tribulation,  and  having  become  washed 
and  made  white  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb.  And  if  any- 
thing else  is  seen  to  be  necessary  by  the  infinite  wisdom  of 
God  to  make  the  inhabitants  of  heaven  completely,  super- 
latively happy,  and  that  forever,  the  never-failing  promise 
and  the  infinite  goodness  of  God,  will  see  that  it  is  all  am- 
ply furnished. 

When,  therefore,  the  meek  and  humble  christian  con- 
templates the  sins  and  sorrows  and  trials  of  earth  to  which 
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he  is  subject,  and  by  the  eye  of  faith  beholds  the  glory  and 
the  bliss  of  heaven  to  which  he  is  an  heir,  well  may  he  pant 
for  the  translation  ;  well  and  trnly  may  he  say,  "  Oh  that 
I  had  wings  like  a  dove  !  for  then  would  I  Jfly  away,  and  be 
at  rest." 

Such  was  the  panting  of  our  dear  departed  friend,  Mes. 
Austin,  and  such,  though  inadequately  described,  is  the 
spiritual,  eternal,  heavenly  rest  for  which  she  prayed  with 
submissive  yet  confident  aspirations.  To  a  people  who 
have  so  long  and  so  favorably  known  her  no  description 
of  her  character  and  no  commendation  of  her  life  and  ex- 
ample seem  to  be  necessary.  Certainly  all  words  of  eulogy 
would  be  out  of  place.  And  yet,  a  few  simple  statements 
in  regard  to  her  may  be  justifiable  and  perhaps  expected, 
on  an  occasion  like  this,  from  one  who  had  a  somewhat 
intimate  though  brief  acquaintance  with  her,  and  to  a  peo- 
ple whose  spiritual  and  temporal  welfare  it  was  her  anxiety 
and  her  prayer  and  her  unceasing  effort,  for  the  last  few 
years,  to  promote. 

Mrs.  Carrie  F.  Austin,  daughter  of  Mr.  Lee  Sprague, 
now  of  Worcester,  Massachusetts,  was  born  in  Ware  of 
that  state,  July  1,  1829.  She  died  in  JafFrey,  N.  H.,  Aug. 
7, 1863,  aged  34  years.  She  was  devoted  to  God  in  her 
infancy  by  religious  parents,  and  at  an  early  age  she  made 
a  public  profession  of  her  faith  in  Jesus  Christ,  and  became 
connected  with  the  church  in  Worcester  under  the  pastoral 
care  of  Rev.  Dr.  Sweetser.  With  a  disposition  unusually 
amiable,  and  with  natural  capacities  above  the  ordinary 
grade,  and  with  all  requisite  facilities  easily  at  command, 
she  readily  acquired  the  accomplishments  of  an  excellent 
education,  and  thus  became  prepared  for  whatever  position 
in  life  the  providence  of  God  might  call  her  to  occupy. 
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On  the  13th  day  of  January,  1853,  she  was  married  to 
Eev.  Franklin  D.  Austin,  and  accompanied  him  in  the 
ordering  of  providence  to  Tolland,  Mass.,  the  field  of  his 
ministerial  labors,  where  with  him,  she  spent  five  choice  years 
of  her  life  —  with  the  usual  experience,  sometimes  joyous, 
sometimes  sad,  often  trying,  that  pertains  in  all  ordinary  cas- 
es to  the  ministry  of  the  gospel  in  the  towns  of  our  pleasant 
New  England.  There  she  did  her  duties  well,  as  you  may 
suppose,  too  often  made  onerous  in  the  wife  of  a  minister 
by  many  semi-official  services,  all  of  which  she  did  not 
hesitate  to  perform,  if  thereby  she  might  aid  her  husband's 
professional  labors,  and  promote  the  cause  of  that  blessed 
Redeemer  to  whom  she  had  consecrated  herself. 

And  the  same  has  been  her  course  here  in  this  place,  as 
I  need  not  tell  you.  From  Tolland,  following  the  allot- 
ments of  her  husband,  she  came  to  East  Jaffrey,  and  for^ 
five  or  six  years  her  manner  of  life  has  been  known  to  you 
all.  She  was  faithful  and  exemplary,  respected  and  belov- 
ed in  every  sphere  in  which  she  was  called  to  move.  In 
her  family  —  but  I  will  not  enter  the  hallowed  enclosure  — 
1  will  leave  you  to  imagine  what  she  was  there,  from  what 
you  have  known  of  her  outside  of  the  family  circle.  But 
there  is  one  here  to-day,  who  might,  if  it  were  proper  for 
him  to  do  so,  testify  that  never  did  wife  and  mother  do  her 
duties  more  kindly,  more  lovingly,  more  faithfully  than 
she  ;  and  there  are  children  too,  whose  minds  now  cannot 
conceive  and  whose  tongues  never  can  tell  how  utterly 
irreparable  is  the  loss  with  which  they  are  afflicted.  In 
her  intercourse  with  this  people,  you  well  know  that  with 
all  the  cares  and  anxieties  of  the  family,  she  spared  no 
pains,  nor  herself  even,  for  their  highest  good.  No  pent- 
up  spirit  of  sectarianism  contracted  or  restricted  her  efforts. 
But  many  were  the  labors  and  sacrifices  which  she  cheer- 
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fully  endured  for  the  good  of  others,  both  at  home  and 
away,  as  her  labors  with  other  ladies  in  this  place,  made 
of  late  in  connection  with  the  Soldiers'  Aid  Society,  abund- 
antly testify.  To  her  friends  who  knew  her,  I  need  not 
say  how  gentle  and  conciliating  her  manners,  how  cheerful 
and  joyous  that  chastened,  cordial  smile  with  which  she 
always  greeted  you,  and  how  welcome  you  ever  were  at 
her  home.  My  words  have  far  more  than  their  ordinary 
meaning  when  I  say,  as  I  may  in  all  truth  and  justice,  that 
she  was  universally  respected  and  esteemed  and  beloved.  She 
had  those  peculiar  excellencies  that  make  friends  and  retain 
them.  She  treated  all  persons  with  that  christian  courtesy 
which  the  apostle  recommends,  and  she  could  not  but  be  treat- 
ed with  respect  in  return — and  if  possibly  any  have  ever 
returned  other  treatment,  their  own  reflections  must  prove 
it  unjust,  and  they  are  by  no  means  to  be  envied ;  "  whom 
*I  would  not  place  on  my  list  of  friends,  though  graced 
with  polished  manners  and  fine  sense."  She  was  unfriendly 
to  no  one,  and  she  died  without  an  enemy.  The  language 
of  unkindness  to  others  could  not  dwell  on  her  lips,  and 
without  exception,  all  persons  seem  to  speak  well  and  highly 
of  her.  Since  my  first  arrival  in  this  place,  I  tell  you 
truly  when  I  say,  I  have  never  heard  her  name  mentioned 
but  to  be  commended-  Nor  is  this  choice  reputation  con- 
fined to  this  religious  society,  as  sympathizing  friends  from 
other  societies  in  this  place,  now  present,  are  ready  to  bear 
witness.  Nor  is  it  confined  to  this  town,  for  in  neighbor- 
ing towns,  it  has  been  my  satisfaction  to  hear  her  name 
and  her  gentle  and  graceful  accomplishments  greatly 
commended.  "  None  knew  her  but  to  love  her,  none 
named  her  but  to  praise."  May  the  savor  of  her  gentle 
and  peaceful  spirit  be  sweetly  diffused  abroad,  and  rest 
upon  the  community  like  the  dew  of  Hcrmon,  and  may 
we  be  constrained  to  follow  her  beautiful  example. 
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In  regard  to  her  religious  feelings  and  character  I  may 
say  that  after  such  a  life  of  practical  piety,  where  the 
spiritual  welfare  of  all  seemed  to  be  the  chief  anxiety  of 
her  heart,  the  moving  spring  of  her  action,  there  was 
needed  no  evidence  of  the  sick  bed  to  confirm  our  confi- 
dence in  her  preparation  to  depart  and  to  be  with  Jesus. 
And  yet  in  the  near  prospect  of  death  her  faith  failed  her  not. 
A  deep  and  trusting  conviction  filled  her  mind  that  God 
would  do  all  things  right  and  well.  She  had  such  a  full 
sense  of  the  equity  of  diving  providence  in  this  fearful 
crisis,  that  she  could  commit  her  dear  little  ones,  about  to 
be  made  motherless,  to  the  care  of  her  heavenly  Father, 
with  the  most  perfect  assurance  that  he  would  provide  for 
and  bless  them.  In  regard  to  them,  all  her  anxiety  seem- 
ed to  be  entirely  removed  from  her  mind.  And  when  her 
husband  intimated  to  her  the  painful  emotions  that  agitat- 
ed and  oppressed  him  in  view  of  the  loss  which  was  about 
to  befall  him,  she  made  a  special  exertion  in  her  feeble 
state,  to  cheer  and  strengthen  him  by  encouraging  words. 
Her  experience  of  divine  grace  and  her  religious  hope 
were  of  that  sweet  and  joyous  character  which  marked  the 
disposition  of  the  subject,  and  alike  also  the  wonderful 
goodness  of  God.  While  the  great  question  of  life  and 
death  with  her  seemed  to  be  suspended  in  the  balances, 
there  appeared  to  be  no  will  of  her  own  whether  to  stay  or 
go  ;  there  was  in  the  uncertainty  a  sweet  repose  in  the  or- 
dering of  her  heavenly  Father  : 

"  Sweet,  in  the  confidence  of  faith, 

To  trust  His  firm  decrees ; 
Sweet  to  lie  passive  in  His  hands, 

And  know  no  will  but  His." 

But  when  the  question  appeared  to  be    decided,  and  she 
perceived  that  the  time  of  her  departure  was  at  hand,  her 
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aspirations  to  depart  were  very  strong,  amounting  to  a  re- 
luctance to  remain  any-ionger  in  a  world  of  sorrow  and 
impurity.  And  using  the  language  of  the  text,  "  Oh  that 
I  had  wings  like  a  dove  !  for  then  would  I  fly  away,  and  be 
at  rest,"  she  added  "  there  all  will  be  pure,  and  there  shall 
I  meet  dear  relatives  and  friends,"  calling  some  of  them 
by  name,  "  and  there,"  she  exclaimed,  "  how  happy  we 
shall  be  !"  She  was  anxious  that  the  Lord  Jesus  might 
come  quickly,  and  yet  she  prayed  that  she  might  not  be 
left  to  an  impatient  spirit  oi  complaint  against  the  order- 
ing of  divine  providence.  All  doubts  and  fears  were  re- 
moved from  her  mind,  and  she  seemed  to  have  a  foretaste 
of  that  blessedness  which  God  has  in  reserve  for  the  right- 
eous. Such  were,  for  substance,  the  views  and  feelings 
which  she  expressed  to  her  husband  about  twenty-four 
hours  before  her  departure.  She  died  in  peace,  and,  as 
there  is  no  reason  to  doubt,  has  gone  to  that  everlasting 
rest  that  remains  for  the  people  of  God.  And  now,  she 
being  dead  yet  speaketh,  saying  to  all  who  knew  her  and 
lament  her  death,  "  Be  ye  also  ready,  for  in  such  an  hour 
as  ye  think  not  the  Son  of  Man  cometh." 

My  dear  Brotlier :  You  are  now  called  upon  to  cast  your- 
self upon  the  same  Savior  whom  you  have  often  preached 
to  others,  for  the  support  and  consolation  that  you  need  in 
this  time  of  your  bereavement.  May  your  faitli  not  fail 
you  as  we  know  his  faithfulness  will  not.  The  community 
has  experienced  a  great  loss.  The  church,"  the  society,  the 
world  around,  suffer  from  the  providence  so  afflictive. 
How  sad  also,  and  disconsolate  must  be  the  hearts  of  those 
stricken  parents,  from  whom  has  been  removed  their  only 
remaining  and  dearly  beloved  daughter,  the  joy  of  their 
increasing  years.     How  desolate  and  grieved  also,  tlie  heart 
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of  that  heroic  brother,  whose  warm  fraternal  sympathy 
centered  in  this  only  sister,  prized  beyond  all  price.  But 
none,  like  you,  can  know  and  feel  the  calamity.  The  lover 
of  your  choice,  the  companion  of  your  years,  the  sharer  of 
your  joys  and  sorrows  and  trials,  the  mother  of  your  dear 
babes,  the  light  of  your  house,  the  hope  of  years  yet  to 
come,  has  been  suddenly  snatched  from  your  arms  and 
removed  into  darkness.  But  yet  you  have  a  Savior  who 
can  sympathise  with  you  and  prove  an  all-sufficient  help 
in  trouble.  Now  is  the  time  to  test  the  truth  and  strength 
of  your  hope.  May  it  prove  to  be  an  anchor  to  your  soul 
both  sure  and  steadfast,  entering  into  that  within  the  veil ; 
and  may  you  be  able  to  say  with  God's  servant  of  old, 
"  though  He  slay  me,  yet  will  I  trust  in  Him." 

It  must  be  a  source  of  no  small  satisfaction  and  gratitude 
to  you,  that  God  gave  you  such  a  companion,  so  distin- 
guished for  gifts  and  graces  and  attainments  ;  that  he 
spared  her  to  you  so  long  ;  that  she.passed  away  so  joyous- 
ly and  peacefully ;  and  that  an  opinion  so  exalted  and  yet 
so  just,  is  so  universally  entertained  for  her  character  and 
memory  ;  and  that  so  many  have  come  here  to-day,  on  her 
account  as  well  as  yours,  to  mingle  their  sympathies  with 
your  sorrows,  and  to  pay  their  last  respects  to  one  they 
greatly  loved  and  deeply  lament.  But  it  is  far  more  pleas- 
ant to  feel,  as  you  may  do,  that  your  loss  is  her  great  gain, 
and  that  after  a  few  more  successions  of  storm  and  sun- 
shine, you,  if  you  are  faithful,  will  go  where  she  has  gone, 
and  God  also  will  bring  your  children  there  to  breathe  and 
bask  in  the  glorious  rest  of  heaven  forever  more. 

"  Friend  after  friend  departs, 
Who  hath  not  lost  a  friend  ? 
There  is  no  union  here  of  hearts 
That  finds  not  here  an  end : 
Were  this  frail  world  our  final  rest. 
Living  or  dying,  none  were  blest ! 
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Beyond  the  flight  of  time, 

Beyond  this  veil  of  death, 

There  surely  is  some  blessed  clime 

Where  life  is  not  a  breath ; 

Nor  life's  affections  transcient  fire. 

Whose  sparks  fly  upward  to  expire. 

There  is  a  world  above, 

Where  parting  is  unknown, 
A  whole  eternity  of  love, 
Formed  for  the  good  alone ; 
And  faith  beholds  the  dying  here. 
Translated  to  that  happier  sphere. 

Thus  star  by  star  declines. 
Till  all  are  passed  away ; 
As  morning  high  and  higher  shines 
To  pure  and  perfect  day : 
Nor  sink  those  stars  in  empty  night, 
They  hide  themselves  in  heaven's  own  light !" 

My  dear  Brother  :  Mourn  you  may,  but  do  not  mourn  as 
those  who  have  no  hope-.  Put  your  trust  in  that  almighty 
Friend  that  sticketh  closer  than  a  brother.  Live  near  to 
God,  and  draw  all  your  strength  and  courage  from  him. 
He  will  bring  you  off  conquerer.  And  your  light,  yes, 
your  sad  affliction,  which  is  comparatively  for  a  moment 
only,  "  will  work  out  for  you  a  far  more  exceeding  and 
eliernal  weight  of  glory." 
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